vith hisiown eyes when returning from the Chulst-
e Plg.and says he'll never disbelieve in the poten-
(b it f.'

Couldn't he bang up the great

1. Mlssionary (to little ISskimos)
—Now, children, I've gob up & reg-
ular civilized Christmas tree and—

A GAME OF CHANCE x0T

cr’"“.
3, Chorus "of IIskimos fwith
motths  ful)—Clissmas  heap  all
vighl!—New York Evening Journal.

A CITIITAIAR TURKLY.

L1

Mrv. Cooney—=Yum, vum!
Mr. Cooper—Ah, hah!

T TIIMMENGS,

Go 'way wid yoh celery,

Yoh tnters an yoh ple,
Yoh gravy an yoh dressin,

'Coge I'se gotter pass 'em by,
White rolka dey kin eat 'omin

20 dey wanls de tasle,
Dut I come yere foh Lurkey,

An l'se got no room Lo waste,

—\Washington Star.

An e ltlemembered 1i.

“How did he escape?” Inqulred the
detective.,

“Well," replled the turnkey with
the damaged eye, "he sort o' nick-
named himscll out.**

What '

“He pried his cell door open with
a jimmy. Then he Eknocked me
down with a billy.*

“Yes?'

“And then he sallied oul,"—Chi-
cago Tribune

Campnign Conitributions,

41 suppose thie peoble of your
atale have much to be thankul
for?'" anid the friend.

“Yeu," sald Senntor Sorghum re-
gretfully, “they have, o my per-
gonal knowledge. And o greal denl of
it wns my money before election."—
Washinglon Star.

My, Cooney—DBirdle, cum off yo'

Mr. Cooper—Ah, there, my siza!
Come hither!

I1I,

A HURAL CHRISTMAS,

We.una is as =olid as rocke;
Qld ' Christmas, Jest come when
vou choease!
Mammy's a-knittin of socks,
An daddy’s a=makin of shoes!

The hotige gol anotber roacm bLilllt
Fer company—-whal comes by sur-
pris
Molly's a-quiltih a quliit,
An Mary's a=hakin of plea.

The hogs is done kill, an the tmulea
Lajd oif fer the holiday time;

Play theater now in the schools,
An see all you want fer a dhme,

Thar's tun till a feller can’t rest!
The boys Is hurrahin all doy;
An then, when iU's nlght, why—
they jest
Glt o fiddle an shullie away!
—I'rank Ly Elanton.

In Memorinm,

INthel (rummaging in grandma's
drawer)—0h, grandima; what a cu-
rlous key this Is!

Grandma—Yes, my dear. That was
your grundfatier's lntchkey.

“And ¥ou keep it in momory of
ol days?’

“No, my dedr; old nights."—Tit-
Plis.

1V:

AMr, Cooney—Who says dat ain't
leart breakin luck? Dut Uil foller
him up!

Mr. Cooney (sLll more aurprised)
—W-w-w-whal does dis mean, sah?
Mr. Cooper—3Guess it means
“heads I fvin, tails you lose!"
—New York Evening World.

WHY TOMMY LIKES WINTER.

1. Tommy is 8o pleased it'a winter
again, 'cos now he ecan make slides
for fat old gentlemen to sprawl
about om.

2, He ean get hold of a foothall
and smash other people’s windows
wlith It, which is grand fun—for him.

The Chrixtmnx Hooks,
The books, the books—the Chriat-
mns books,
With all thelr blue and goliden looks,
With decked edges, scalloped cov-
ers,
Tor sages sad and slghing lovers,
Moy every wight one he a winner,
And glve the writer Christmas din-
ner!
—Atlanta Constitution,
Opitlmism,
“Y. ghall never marry,’” sald the
hachelor,
“Youl ‘always were nptimlsatie,” re-
turned the henedict,—Chlcago Pos

4. And—glorious

—ch, you fellows?

8, Then he can generally manage
to catch a few colds these months
and have to stop in bed and not go
to school.

thought—thera's
Christmas nhead, which I8 somaé-
thing: to look forward to if you like

Dispinyed Them.
Miss Tottie Triplightly, who'd noth-
ing to wear,
Got her salary raised by the pro-
prietalre;

J* So she bought some more clothes,

and I'm sorry to sinte
The nattendance diminlshed from
that very date!
—Indianapelis Journal.
Pefervod Clnasliicatlon,
“Ia your new play i comedy or'a
tragedy?”
“I.ean't lell untll I see how tho

audlence {gkes It'~~Chlcago Rec-
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I'he Niece (In the rear): *“Well, I did Intend aeking uncle to lend me hla
stocking to hang up for Santa Claus, but I think I'd betler ask auntle to
lend me hers,"

IT LOOKED LIKE IT.

Seottie: “Aw wldna be surprlsed tae sce a breeze epringin up the day.”
—Ally Bloper. *




